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to dates and pomegranates, while the sheik performed the
solemn rite of tea-making.

I watched his preparations with interest. It is a great
compliment to be asked to pour, but it is not etiquette for a
newcomer to accept; he must throw up his hands in feigned
dismay and say that he is unworthy to do so. The man who
makes the tea is called the " Sultan," and when Siwans
gather together on social occasions, they elect one of their
number to be the " Sultan " of the party.

The sheik first rinsed little glasses in boding water from a
kettle that stood on a brazier of charcoal. He then opened
a chest containing several compartments. One was full
of green tea, one full of black tea, a third held soft sugar, and
a fourth mint leaves.

He carefully and judiciously measured a small quantity
of green tea, added a pinch or two of black tea, and poured
a little boiling water into the pot. He smelt the aroma and
poured the whole brew away. His next effort was more
successful. He added more boiling water and poured
himself a small quantity of the tea, which he sipped critically
once or twice. At the first sip he appeared doubtful, and
I thought he was going to pour it away again; but a second
sip reassured him, and he handed me a little glass full of the
scalding liquid.

The ceremony was immediately repeated. A second glass
was given to me, and this time the tea was sweet with
sugar. When, with many compliments, I had drunk this,
tea-making took place for the third time. The third glass
was sweet and flavoured with mint.

It is etiquette always to drink at least three glasses. You
must never refuse. The Siwans believe that tea is good for
you, but should you feel ill after too much of it, they re-
commend the eating of sweet limes.

A gilded scimitar, which King Fuad had presented to the
sheik, was produced for my admiration. I sat with it across
my knees and was given first a sweet lime and then a red
pomegranate, a fruit I cannot remember eating since I was
a child. It is a difficult and disappointing fruit. When
you open it, you might have opened a box of rubies, but the
ultimate result is a mouthful of pips and mildly scented water.